TO THE MEMORY OF A FRIEND
BY GILBERT PAKKBK

To write about Herbert Becrbohm Tree is hard and it is ea$j|
It is hard because he was a man of tho most varied accomplisj|
ments and unexpectedness, of the most fertile brain and viyif
temperament, of delightful contradictions, of genuine enthu-
siasms and high ambitions, and it is difficult to got a well-
balanced point of view of him ; and yet it is easy to write of him,
for he had rare charm of manner, with versatility and rather
ragged eloquence, nimbleness of mind and fine perceptions,
To his last clay he was a boy in spirit, He would not have been
old if he had lived to be ninety. Ho hud the secret of perpetual
youth of the Spirit, He had his tips and downs of temperament,
but hope and faith were his constant comrades, and with a flash
all gloom would vanish, and he would snap out some witty
phrase which would lift him up again* He had the gift of
levitation,

The last time I saw him was in the month of February, 1917,
in the house of a friend in Washington, tho United States* He
had come over to see me from Philadelphia, and to hear me read
to him the play, The Money Master, which James Bernard Fagal
did from my book of that name, If he had lived I think te
would have produced it, and he would have played the weird pwt
with that whimsicality and distinction of which he was a mastef
He returned to England and in a short time he was dead* It w^
<# sudden and a painless death, but he left behind him a host |
admirers and innumerable friends, who were deeply pained af
Ms going and who still miss, and will for very long miss, fits
buoyant, piquant, powerful and distinguished presence.
of course, he had, as who has not! But his chief fault to
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